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pavements. Shaking the dust off-my feet, there-
fore, I prepared to enter, with due reverence and
circumspection, this sanctum sanctorum of Dutch
cleanliness. I entered by a narrow street, paved
with yellow bricks, laid edgewise, and so clean
that one might eat from them. Indeed, they
were actually worn deep, not by the tread of feet,
but by the friction of the scrubbing-brush.

The houses were built of wood, and all ap-
peared to have been freshly painted, of green,
yellow, and other bright colours. They were
separated from each other by gardens and or-
chards, and stood at some little distance from the
street, with wide areas of court-yards, paved in
mosaic, with variegated stones, polished by fre-
quent rubbing. The areas were divided from the
street by curiously wrought railings, or balus-
trades, of iron, surmounted with brass and cop-
per balls, scoured into dazzling effulgence. The
very trunks of the trees in front of the houses
were by the same process made to look as if they
had been varnished. The porches, doors, and
window-frames of the houses were of exotic
woods, curiously carved, and polished like costly
furniture. The front doors are never opened, ex-
cept on christenings, marriages, or funerals; on
all ordinary occasions, visitors enter by the back-
door. In former times, persons when admitted had.
to put on slippers, but this oriental ceremony is
no longer insisted upon.